3i6                      BOTHWELL               [ACT TIT.

Who should sit sole and secret in your heart.

What hath she borne or I not borne for you,

And would not bear again ? or by what gift

Have I set store or spared it that might go

To buy your heart's love to me ? have I found

Empire or love of friends or pride or peace

Or honour or safe life or innocence

Too good things to put from me, or men's wrath,

Terror or shame or hatred of mine own,

Or breach of friends, or kingdom's wreck, or sin,

Too fearful things to embrace and make them mine

With as good will and joyous height of heart

As hers who takes love in her prosperous arms

And has delight to bridegroom ?    Have I not

Loved all these for your sake, and those good things,

Have I not all abhorred them ?   Would I keep

One comfort or one harbour or one hope,

One ransom, one resource, one resting-place,

That might divide me from your danger, save

This head whose crown is humbled at your foot

From storm that smote on yours ?   Would I sleep warm

Out of the wind's way when your sail was set

By night against the sea-breach ?    Would I wait

As might your wife to hear of you, how went

The day that saw your battle, and hold off

Till the cry came of fallen or conquering men

To bid me mourn or triumph ?    Hath my heart

Place for one good thought bred not of your good

Or ill thought not depending on your ill ?

What hath she done that yours hath place for her